Eternity is a Very Long Time 


Author: eirian 
Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Duff McKagan, Slash 


Relationships: N/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Sun Oct 30 2005 06:37:02 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Chapter | 


The guy in the liquor store was already reaching for the bottles of vodka as | walked through the door; | 


smile; | throw a handful of notes onto the counter, grab my stuff and leave. 


| drive back through the early evening traffic, down the Strip, back to the shitty motel that | was currently 
calling home. How the fuck had | ended up here? Drunk and stoned. I've lost track of the number of nights I've 
drowned the pain and the memories in alcohol and narcotics. Maybe it's not even days anymore, it could be 


weeks or even months. 


| get out of the car, | suppose ¡Fs technically still Duffs car. | turn and land a dent in the driver's side with 
my boot. | feel momentarily better but it lasts only till | turn away. Struggling with the key to the door and 
the drink, | manage to drop one of the bottles. It doesn't break, thank God. Shit | cart do anything right these 
days, even opening a door is a fucking problem. Throwing the stuff onto the bed, | open a bottle of vodka and 
take a long drink straight from the bottle; | hate the taste of vodka, and yes it does have a taste, a bitter, 


sour taste. But it's the only thing | can drink that'll make me drunk enough to pass out and not to puke my 
guts up. 


corpse, | haven't seen daylight since | don't know when; my red hair is dyed black. Don't ask me why, | did it 
the day after all this shit started. 


Would you believe me if | told you that a very short time ago, this mess that you see before you, lived in the 


lap of luxury as the fiancé of a rock star? No, | don't look like it, do 1? 
How did it come to this? 
It had been building for some time. 


Slash and | had always been friends. We go way back, we got on so well; same sense of humour, | suppose cos 


we were both Brits. Same taste in alcohol and music, but we never fancied each other - we were more like 


place. | wasn't going to go; I'd just arrived in LA. But after staring at the four walls of my hotel room for 10 
minutes, | went. 


How was | to know that the party would change my life? 


It was there that | was introduced to Duff. He'd just been divorced again, Susan | think her name was and he 
was feeling like shit. | was already half way down my second bottle of champagne when Slash grabbed me and 
pulled me into the kitchen and dumped me in Duff's lap; with the unforgettable words ‘I've brought you a 


| was drunk; he was desperate; we fucked on the kitchen table. 


Amazingly, despite the way we met, we got on well. Duff couldn't function without a significant other and | was 
soon promoted to that spot. | moved in with him, cut down on my partying and turned into a domesticated 
homebody not a fucked up party girl. | even learnt to cook, although | was rarely allowed into the kitchen as 
that was Duff's domain. We were happy for a while.......for a couple of years things just skipped along.....it was 
all roses over the door and white picket fences. Why did it go wrong? 


| can tell you exactly why it went wrong. 


move on and try again in a few months. Duff was devastated. | couldn't cope with my grief, | couldn't help 
myself. How could | have helped him? Instead of pulling together, we fell apart. 


When we went out, | started drinking again, not just social drinking but drinking to get drunk, to forget. And 
when Duff didn't want to go out, | would go out with Slash, sometimes Perla would come with us, more often 


not. She knew she had nothing to worry about with me and Slash going out together. 


Duff started making accusations about my relationship with Slash, he made them in a joking kind of way, and | 
didn't see the danger. | didn't realise that he really believed that Slash and | were having an affair. If I'd realised 
Duff was serious, | would probably have done things differently. But | didn't and | carried on in my own sweet 


way. 


It all blew up in a night club, some party that the record company had organised. A ‘meet the stars‘ sort of 
thing. The whole band was there, Duff, myself, Slash and Perla, we managed to find a corner booth away from 
all the noise. Perla wasn't drinking, she was pregnant again, and Duff obviously wasn't drinking. So it was just 
Slash and myself upholding the great rock n roll tradition of getting pissed. We were just at the ‘silly’ drunk 
stage when it happened. You know that stage were everything is fucking hilarious? The time when your 
judgement is seriously impaired? Yep, that stage. Duff already had a face like a slapped arse and | should have 
taken this as a warning but | didn't. Perla, Slash and myself just ignored him and carried on having a good 


time........another huge mistake. 


I'd been bouncing around in my seat along with the music, when a track by Beyonce started. Slash pulled me 
from my seat and dragged me onto the dance floor; with Perla shouting after me to ‘shake my sorry white 
ass". | flipped her the finger as Slash grabbed me round my waist and started on his version of dirty dancing. 
Not to be outdone, | started too and before long we were egging each other on, until by the time the music 
stopped | was straddlin' Slash's thigh and he was grabbing my arse cheeks with both hands. We were laughing 
hysterically by the time we left the dance floor. 


The look that Duff gave me as we returned to the table could've killed at 20 yards. But as usual | was having 
way too much fun to notice. Perla and Slash were still laughing when Duff stood and grabbed my arm and 


announced we were going home. 

He started before we even got to the car but this time he was serious; he had convinced himself that Slash 
and | were fucking. By the time we got home, he also now believed that this had been going on since Perla 
became pregnant. Perla has crap pregnancies and Slash doesn't get any while she's carrying. But Slash loves 


her and he's willing to suffer a few months of abstinence. After all he is the reason she's pregnant. 


There was no reasoning with Duff, there was nothing | could say to convince him that were was nothing going 


on. In his mind I'd betrayed him and worst of all; it was with his best friend. 
He threw me out. 


| managed to grab my handbag and the car keys. | jumped into the car and drove off. How | didn't kill myself or 


anyone else for that matter, I'll never know. | was drunk, | was crying and | was driving a car I'd not driven 


before. 


| ended up here, at this motel. Drinking to blot out the pain. | did love him and despite everything he'd accused 


me off, | would never have been unfaithful to him. 


| heard through a mutual friend, no | won't say who, that Duff forgave Slash almost immediately, even though 
he still believed that Slash had been my lover. Why did he forgive him so readily? | don't know, maybe it was 


easier to blame me - | was still the outsider, they'd known each other for nearly 20 years. 


so | had no idea that Slash was trawling the bars looking for me. | thought Perla might have made him do it; 
his loyalty, | guess would still be to Duff, even though he knew we weren't guilty. I'm ashamed of what 


happened later as it hurt Perla..she'd only ever been a friend to me. 
Anyway, | was sitting in this shitty bar, being hit on by a guy with more tattoos than most, even by the 
standards on the Strip. I'd been there a while and was already more than slightly drunk, so | didn't turn when 


the bar stool next to mine was occupied It was only when a slow, soft voice ordered a jack and coke, that | 


turned. Slash was sitting there, looking at me sadly. His eyes said what there were no words to say. 


"How've you been babe?" he reached out and pushed my hair from my face. Tattoo guy started to butt in, | 


"Were the fuck have you been? We've been worried about you.” 


"Doesn't matter" | was getting angry "didn't take him much time to hook up with someone else did it?" | spat 
out. | was referring to the fact that Duff had been seen around with a vacuous airhead model half his 


"C'mon, Perla wants to see you" Slash caught my arm and pulled me into the parking lot. 


| walked to my car, but Slash grabbed the keys and we proceeded to have a screaming match over who was 
going to drive. He pushed me back against the car, pinning me there, as | still struggled to get the car keys off 


him. He had that infuriating grin on his face...as he slowly leant in towards me. Before | knew what was 
responded. His hands grabbed my arse and he thrust up against me.. could feel his hardness against my thigh. 
Of all the people to be stuck at a stop light opposite the parking lot.......it had to be Duff and his new slapper. 
Although | didn't know this until later. Anyway, the silly bitch had drawn Duff's attention to our little drama by 


pointing us out and saying "gee, doesn't that guy look like Slash". Duff's not stupid, he recognised us both 
straight away. He drove home, threw the blond out of the car and drove straight back to the parking lot. 


Slash and | hadn't been idle in the meantime, either. We weren't even aware that Duff had seen us and that 


side of the bar and pushed me up against the wall, my skirt was quickly round my waist and my knickers 
pushed to one side as he unzipped himself and without any warning thrust into me. The risk of getting caught 


not looking at each other while we re-arranged out clothes. 


As we walked back to the parking lot, it was Slash who saw Duff first. He stopped dead in his tracks. There 


was no point in denying what had happened..it was obvious what we had just done. 
"Why?" Duff looked between the two of us. 


| lost my cool, Duff was no longer my partner, he had no right to make any comments..not now. "It's got 
nothing to do with you Duff, go back home to you new little whore" | wanted to hurt him, just as much as he 
had hurt me. 


As quick as lightening Duff grabbed me, pushing me against his car. | wondered what the hell he was doing, | 
knew he wouldn't hit me. But what he did do, shocked me. He thrust his hand between my thighs, pushing my 
knickers aside and slid two fingers inside me. | was still dripping with Slash's cum; this would only confirm what 
he already knew to be true. He withdrew his fingers and held them up to my face and then slowly wiped them 
on my cheek. Bastard 


But, do you know, that despite his behaviour, | still felt sorry for him, because | could see all the pain in his 
eyes. Pain that | had caused, not all of it, but enough to feel guilty. | couldn't help Duff's paranoia over my 
friendship with Slash, but now Slash and | had betrayed Duff and made his worst fears come true. 

None of us spoke...what was there to say? 

What happened next, if | hadn't been there, | would not have believed. | never thought that Duff could be so 
vindictive. He pulled out his cell phone and called Perla, before we realised what he was about to do, he told 
Perla we'd fucked. | don't think I'll ever forget the look of pain and desolation that crossed Slash's face. Without 
a word he turned, got into his car and drove off into the night...into an uncertain future. 

| don't think Duff realised the extent of what he had done until we saw the tail lights of Slash's car disappear. 
besides him. | reached out to touch him, but he was quicker, his hand shot out and grabbed my wrist. 


"Fuck off...you've got what you wanted now, haven't you?" 


| never wanted this Duff, never. You...you, pushed us into a situation that none of us could control." 


we might as well do what we were accused of. But why tell Perla? What do you gain from that?" 
Duff didn't answer; he just got up off the floor, got into his car and drove off. 
| never saw him again. 


But then again, | didn't see many people after that. 


Slash found me..bless him..he'd been looking for me all that night...sensing that something was wrong. Perla had 
thrown him out, although it would only be Temporary. Anyway, he'd spotted the car, found out what room | 


arrive. 


Slash made all the funeral arrangements. He'd been the one to tell Duff. Apparently Duff had been inconsolable, 
blaming himself for my death. | wonder if Slash told him that yes, it was partly his fault, due to his paranoia, 


Duff came to see me in the Chapel of Rest, he was in a terrible state..crying, talking to himself..blaming 
himself again. He refused to leave the Chapel, despite Slash begging him to leave. | wonder if Slash had an idea 
of what Duff was planning. 


The next morning, Slash arrived at the Chapel before it opened, hammering on the door to be let in. Eventually 
a caretaker opened the door and Slash pushed past him and sprinted to the room my casket was in. He fell to 


his knees at what he saw. 


Duff had taken me from the casket and laid me on the floor; he was laying next to me his head on my 
shoulder. Next to him lay two empty bottles of vodka. Just as the doctors had warned him - that another 
drink would kill him - it had. 


Slash changed the funeral arrangements and we were buried together in Seattle, just as Duff had requested in 


the note he had left for Slash. That we would be together for Eternity a but then again....... eternity is a very 


long time. 


THE END 


